Many thanks for your nice kind letters, and apologies for my obstinate silence. I have been sapping for six weeks in the hard soil of the Doctorate, from five in the morning till eleven at night. I have written out the rough copy of the Latin, and copied out the French thesis. My soul is literally drowned in sensations, nerves, conscience, brain, and exterior perceptions, and I am still almost incapable of answering your letter.
I look upon my thesis with pleasure and terror, because
it is new.    M. Gamier approves of the subject, but blames
my conclusions, and ends by saying that I am an orator
and a man of letters, but not a philosopher.   What will he
think when he reads it ?   Will the holy Sorbonne admit
a heretic ?    That is the question which now runs in my
head.   My subject is a fine one;  I treat of the boundary
between moral and physical Science, between the natural
and the intellectual world.   My thesis gives the relation
between the ego and the nerves, the soul and the body,
Force and Matter, Unity and Multiplicity, and does so
experimentally,  which is the great problem of natural
science ; it gives a theory of the ego, insomuch as it is the
object of consciousness, starting from the thoughts, and
consequently from all human phenomena, since volition
depends on passion, and passion on thought.    It there-
fore   dips into  both worlds, and  gives  a  summing up
of one  and the principle   of the other.    But, horrors !
it   is   new!      I   shall   write   to    M.    Gamier,   when
sending   him   my   prose,   on   the   advantages   of   new
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